Farewell to Cinderella

begin their evening preparations. The pair who are fastening
their masks are Scapino and Capitan Zerbino. Gian Farina is
slowly, and with difficulty, writing out a letter. Cucurucu and
Razullo are finishing their supper. Capitan Bombardon and Capi-
tan Grillo, leaders of the troupe, seem to be talking of their plans.
Isabella, or Francischina, comes down from her lodging. When
Callot drew these comedians, it was in the lifetime of Shakespeare.
This knowledge must always come as an extraordinary surprise,
so forward are the shadows that they cast. They will have been at
work before Hamlet or Macbeth were written. They could have
performed in any play of Shakespeare's, in which there were inter-
ludes of music or of dancing. And yet their shadow falls forward
to the immortal Gilles of Watteau!

Who is this that sweeps the floor before us? It is Isabella,
Francischina, Cinderella with her goose's wing. That comes into
her play or pantomime and, meanwhile, she leans with her back
against the painted scene. In a white ballet skirt, and with her hair
hidden in a net or turban. It is a pause or interlude in the rehearsal,
but her face is already painted for the lights. This gives her a
hieratic air, like a painted priestess or an idol, contradicted in a
fantastic manner when she smiles.

It is Colombina, the Columbine of the poets; the ghost of the
well head; the circus acrobat; the little bayadere. Also, the person
of the convent and the boarding school. Cinderella, holding the
point of her shoe into the tray of sand. Cinderella dressed for the
glass coach and the ballroom. How neuter and how curious, and
how much the dancer, with her hair screwed up and hidden in that
black bandana, with a black woollen pullover, and only her white
skirt and her painted face to show! Also, her dancer's dress reveals
all the grace and lightness that is her's, made more human by the
handkerchief or turban that she is wearing, in place of a ballerina's
diadem or tiara. Our last sight of her is in the light of all the
lamps, like a goddess in a nimbus, but smiling, as though we were
to meet upon the morrow.

But where is Mercury, or Harlequin? Did I not feel the touch of
Ms wand, or bat, upon my shoulder? Did he not tell me that we
could make ourselves invisible: that we could travel into whatever
part of the universe we pleased? It is our farewell to her in the half-
world of the theatre. The end of the Charivari, and the curtain falls.
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